FIRE  BELOW

at once the returning driver's footfalls made
themselves heard.
My chance had passed.
The driver resumed his seat and drove the
car over the rails,
I had expected that, once across, we should
wait till the bars were let down, but, whilst we
were moving, the second man stepped aboard,
and a moment later we were again under way.
As though to crown my discomfiture, it
became immediately clear that the check had
put Grieg's injunction out of the driver's
mind, for, instead of proceeding slowly, we
now began to go like the wind, and the chance
of overtaking the detectives once more lifted
its head.
Grieg was laughing softly, and the blood
came into my face.
I could, of course, have shot him, and that
would have left me free to deal with his men;
but, though I knew that he would have done
it to me, I could not bring myself to take the
man's life in cold blood.
So I sat, pressed against him, staring at
the white of his hands and wondering what
I had done that Fortune should have me in
such manifest derision.
We had covered another ten miles, or so
I fudged, when again the car slowed dpw**
and came to rest.
This was natural, for, as I have often ob-
served, where a road follows a railway, they
cross again and again*
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